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THE SAD CASE A” the greatest of these, 
OF WILLIAM. saith the Scriptures, is 

Charity, so let us have charity 
in the case of one WILLIAM JENNINGS BryAN. 
There is a disposition in many quarters to 
criticise Mr. BrRyAN most harshly because he 
presumes to chaperone with extreme watchful- 
ness the doings of Miss Democracy. He issues 
ultimatums concerning the company she shall 
keep, and there arises a roar of protest. He 
prepares eligibility examinations for her various 
presumptuous suitors, and the roar increases in 
volume. His neither tactful nor 
nice in their choice of terms. 


critics are 
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@artoons and Comments 


man ina space of fifteen years? And if we have 
and rather than hard 
words for the victims of rum, cocaine, and all 


“cures” sanatoriums 
the rest, why should hard words, rather than a 
sanatorium, still be the treatment for that rare 
and terrible malady with which Brother Bryan 
is afflicted? The Nebraskan contracted the 
candidate-habit in the year 1896. Doubtless, 
like many another, he figured that he “could 
either take it or let it alone,” and with the con- 
fidence of youth in his own self-control he 
looked upon the Chicago platform when it was 


red and “touched” the first nomination, That, 
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The 


story of the subsequent vears is familiar to us 


as we have said, was fifteen years ago. 
all, as familiar as the tales of temptation trium 
phant which grace the Sunday-school library 
WILLIAM JENNINGS Bryan, that 
young statesman of the Middle West, became 


promising 


a hopeless candidate, sorrowed over by friends, 
jeered at by strangers and by the unfeelin; 
unthinking mob. Once—it was in the yea 
1904—an effort was made to reclaim him, t 
restore him to the sobriety of private citizen 
ship, and to this effort WILLIAM apparent) 
lent his aid. In a tremendous struggle with 
the Demon Ambition he brok« 





‘They simply recognize in the 
various acts of WILLIAM a dis- 
position to be a dog in the 
Democratic manger, and they 
resent it. Gentlemen, have 
charitv. Charity suffereth long 
and is kind. Be ye also kind 
because ye have suffered long. 
In these days of enlightened 
research, when so much _ is 
known and recognized of the 
influence of mind over matter, 
has it never occurred to any of 
his critics that Brother BkRyYAN 
is not a tyrant from choice? 
That, on the contrary, he is the 
unfortunate victim of a gripping, 
grasping habit? Many human 
failings which formerly merited 
for their possessor the harsh 
censure of friends and neigh- 
bors now give rise but to sym- 
pathy — deep-seated, lasting 
sympathy —and all because of 
the general increase in public 
enlightenment. Habit is a dis- 
ease, not a fault; an ailment to 
be treated, not a misdeed de- 
serving of punishment. If rum, 
tobacco, opium, cocaine, or 


what not can get a tenacious 
grip on an unwary mortal in a 
few brief months, what kind of 
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away from the candidate-halit 
you are 1ight— 
then went back! No longe: 
could he either take it or let i! 
alone. 
cious, too compelling, to brook 
WILLIAM began t 


and — yes, 


Its grip Was too tena 


resistance. 
see things. Hesaw Octopusses, 
Gold Bugs, and Money Devils, 
not to mention other interesting 
of Dementia Deni 
In 1908 he was a slave, 
an abject slave, to habit it 


varieties 
cratia. 


was impossible for him to say 
No, and he never tried. Now, 
after fifteen years, his case is 
desperate. His friends are be 
ginning to leave him; he is be 
coming quarrelsome; he looks 
for trouble; he finds it. Is 
there, then, no hope for him? 
Certainly not, if the thoughtles- 
and the unfeeling continue t 
treat him as a man of unim 
paired will-power who gox 
wrong from choice. Cann 
the twentieth-century enlighte: 
ment which regards with pity 
rather than censure the victim 
of other and less awful habi! 
find a spark of compassi¢ 
for the most terrifying examp 
of the candidate habit? Stret« 
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a strangle-hold do you suppose 
the candidate-habit can getona 


*SHOO! 


GIVE SOME 





ONE ELSE A CHANCE, CAN’T YE?” 


a hand out to WILLIAM. Gi' 
WILLIAM a tear, 








THE GROUCH. 


E wears no Simulated smile 
At every time and place, 
Sometimes you see for half a mile 
The frown upon his face; 
He is n’t much on shaking hands, 
His manner ’s sharp and short, 
In fact, he scarcely understands 
The way to be a sport! 






He very seldom buys a drink 
Or blows the bunch for smokes; 
He seems to want to spend his 
chink 
Upon his wife and folks; 
The merry grafters call him 
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GRAB FOR THE GRUB 


FRom GOCLOCK TO 9.30 
— OAILY — 


HELP YOURSELF 
BUT DONT BE A HOG 
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“ close,” | 
The lushers say he’s “tight;”’ 
They dub him grouchy, sour, morose, 
And doubtless they are right! 





But when you’re broke, and need a friend, 
Why he’s right there, you bet! 

He'll stick right with you to the end, 
Through trouble, woe, and debt; 

He ‘ll swear at you most heartily 
(But stake you when you’re flat); 

Its pretty good, it seems to me, 
To have a friend like that! 


He loves his children and his wife 
And though his face is grim, 
And though he does n’t grin through life, 
His friends all swear by him; 
€ His workers love his very frown, 
And for his goodness vouch; 
And—— well, I'll let you put me down 
As one who loves The Grouch! 


Berton Braley. 
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ue — may break, you may shatter, the vase if you will 
He paused and bent a severe look upon his young wife. 
‘But it is customary in our station of life,” he went on, “to leave 
that sort of thing to servants!” 
The woman, on her part, bit her lip chagrinedly, but she spake 
never a word. 


“H 

“In that case,” said the Court Physician, “1 should recommend an 
imbroglio.” 

‘Then the war-clouds began to get busy, and the diplomats hunteg 
up their umbrellas. 

“ Now,” said the Monarch, “I feel like a fighting-cock! 
Family Physician!” 


TREATMENT. 
UM, YES,” said His Majesty, “I’m languid 
seems to interest me.” 


out of sorts. Nothing 


Good old 
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AT THE SUMMER RESORT. 





No, rHE House IsNn’r ON FIRE; THE MaIL Has Jusr ARRIVED, THAT’s ALL. 
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‘“ emma ‘en was undoubtedly a pretty 

| knowing old chap, consider- 
ing that he never had a 
college education; but 
when he wrote that stuff 
about the Fox and the 
Crow he showed a com- 
plete ignorance of his 
subject. 

The owl is usually taken 
to represent wisdom. Isn’t 
that laughable? Why, while 

the owl is sitting up nights play- 
ing pinochle, the crow is making topographical 
maps of all the fields for miles around where 
seeds have been placed in the ground by fool- 
ishly hopeful human beings. The crow has 
forgotten more than the owl family ever knew. 
The owl is so laden with sagacity that he has 
to take a running start to rise in the air. 

I know about crows. I have supported 
generations of them. There isn’t a crow within 
twenty miles of my garden but knows me, and 
can give you my middle name, and tell you 
where I buy my shirts, and what color necktie 
I wore a year ago the twenty-seventh day of 
May. Young crows are taught to whisper my 
address before they leave the nest. And I 
have n’t the slightest doubt that marriages are 
contracted on the strength of my first appear- 
ance in the garden. Do I knowcrows? I 
ought to. I speak with authority. I once 
pitted my faculties against the crows. Never 
again. 

It was this way: One by one the little seeds 
were sprouting in the damp, warm ground. 
One by one the little spears of corn pushed the 
stones aside and boosted themselves toward 
the inviting sun. And one by one the crows 
took the little seeds, and lifted them higher 
than they ever had been before or, in all 
probability, than they will ever be again. ‘This 
is, I believe, how the phrase “The seeds are 
coming up” originated. 

I manfully choked down my spleen, and 
built a scarecrow. ‘That scarecrow—how well 
I recollect it! —was a masterpiece. I used the 
best material my wardrobe afforded, and put a 
perfectly good two-dollar hat upon its top, and 
a broomstick jauntily upon its arm, and set it 
out in the middle of my garden. Whereupon 
the crows picked the vest-pockets of a dollar- 
bill and seven cents in small money which I 
had neglected to remove; and they afterward 
sat on the broom and inquired the exact time, 
and laughed scornfully when they found that 
the scarecrow had no watch. 

Sadly I removed my scarecrow and resorted 
to that other vain expedient so common among 
the loutish rustics: I erected poles and placed 
upon each pole a newspaper to flap menacingly 
in the wind. But, alas! I had used the wrong 
newspaper. When they discovered the presence 
of the New York 77idune, the crows, Democratic 
to their tail-feathers, tore the editorial page into 
shreds and cursed horribly. That method, I 
saw, only enraged them, so I desisted. 

Then I went to consult a nearby farmer, a 
man of seventy summers, with hair whitened, I 
believe, by the relentless depredations of crows. 
He listened silently to my story. I asked: 
“What do you do when the crows pull up 
your corn?” 

He replied: “I plant some more.” 

“And when they pull that up?” I asked 
more eagerly. 

“Then,” he replied sorrowfully, “I plant 
some more.” 

“And then, when the crows get that?” I 
felt that I was getting near the secret now. 

“Then I plant again,” said he; “and when 
the crows take that the summer has passed, so 
of course I don’t need to plant more.” 


THE 


CANNY CROW. 


I stood disconsolate. The old man, seeing 
my sorrow, came over and put a hand upon my 
shoulder. ‘Cheer up, son,” he said, “1’ll get 
you a young crow.” 

I laughed a hideous laugh. Had he said 
that he would introduce me to a bevy of young 
lady hornets at play I could have appreciated 
the whimsical humor of his offer. But this was 
too much. 

“Pardon my hilarity,” I said, with crushing 
sarcasm. “I am in a jesting mood to-day. 
Ha-ha! Ha-ha! I am a jovial fellow, you bet, 
but I do not care fora young crow. No. lam 
already boarding and baiting two thousand one 
hundred and twenty-eight crows of various ages, 
sizes, and religious beliefs, and I am much 
afraid your young crow would feel neglected 
whenever I could not give him undivided atten- 
tion. No,” said I, “1 cannot accept your noble 
offer of a young and tender crow.” 

“Pooh!” said the old man. “ You don’t get 
my idea. Don’t you know that the only way to 
shoot crows is to get a young one out of a nest, 
make him holler, and get the old ones round, 
and shoot ’em easy?” 

“Did you ever shoot one that way?” I asked 
incredulously. 

‘‘ Lots of ’em,” affirmed the old man. “And 
not only that, but once, when I could n’t find a 
crows’ nest, 1 went down in the woods beside 
an old dead tree and made a noise like a young 
crow and got ’em around. I shot five, one 
right after the other. 

“Vou did?” I stammered. 

“Yep! Five.” 

I held out my hand and clasped his horny 
fist. ‘I admire you,” I said. “1 revere you. 
You are a man among men. You are—— 
bring on the young crow.” 

The old man was true to his word. The next 
afternoon he stood at my door with shotgun in 
one hand and a young crow in the other. 
“Here’s your crow! And here’s your shot- 
gun,” said the old man. I took it mechanically, 
for my eves were upon the young crow. It was 
the first I had ever seen that did not take at 
least two meals a day with me. “Give hima 
worm once in three hours, and be careful not 
to overfeed him,” said my benefactor as he 
went away. 

“T’ll be careful!” I shouted after him, 
remembering that overfeeding crows was in- 
deed one of my weaknesses. 

Next morning I got up early to do the dread- 
ful work of carnage. It seemed, on reflection, 
rather a shabby trick to shoot one’s guests 
before breakfast was served. But I was in no 
mood for fine points in ethics and hospitality. 
I had a fierce gleam in my eye. My fighting- 
blood, stagnant since Flodden Field or Naseby, 
or maybe it was Bunker Hill—I forget—was 
aroused. I had taken my resolve that the 
corn-tax must be repealed. 

My instructions were to select an old dead 
tree, to carry the young crow carefully to it, and 
then permit him to squawk loudly. This proce- 
dure, said my informant, would awake the 
parental ire of the elder crows, who would come 
to rescue the little prisoner. 

So I picked out an old tree which had died 
from a burst of sympathy at the retirement of 
Gifford Pinchot, and placed my little crow on 
the ground underneath. My shotgun was in 
eager readiness. There was nothing left to do 
but to make the infant crow call for help. I cut 
a little switch and poked him gently under the 
chin. He opened his mouth, thinking I was 
about to administer a worm, and his youthful 
eyes sparkled gratefully. 

‘No, no worm!” I said. “Holler! Yell!” 

But the baby crow shut his mouth and 
looked at me roguishly out of the corner of his 
eye. I put my finger down and he laid his 








head upon it and sighed. Then I saw what 
had happened. The little fellow had adopted 
me! He was ready to become boarder and 
lodger No. 2129! 

“You black son—or-daughter—of Satan!” 
I cried, losing my temper. “You yell! Yell 
now, or I'll poke you!” And I poked him. 

All my earnest efforts failed to elicit anything 
louder than acry of injured innocence. Finally 
the little crow leaned over against a twig, opened 
its mouth, and fainted. 

Then it dawned upon me that he was faint 
from hunger. “ How stupid of me!” I thought. 
* He needs a worm.” 

Perhaps you have looked for angle-worms 
when you have been a-fishing and run out of 
bait. Did you find any? I trow not. Angle- 
worms are always plentiful—somewhere else. 
In vain I turned over boulders that had lain in 
their tracks since the glacial moraine was formed. 
Finally, though, 1 found a worm. It was a 
small worm. It was not a worm that one would 
be proud to show to one’s friends. But, after 
all, it was a member of the family Vermes, and 
I pulled him triumphantly from his home and 
hurried to the succor of the unfed. 

‘The crow was awake when I arrived and per- 
mitted me to deposit the wriggling breakfast in 
his throat. He swallowed. Then he sighed. 
Then he fell asleep. He had eaten. His sleep 
was that of any infant after taking food— 
tranquil and sound. 

Reluctantly | admitted the solemn truth that 
there was no noise in that crow. I realized 
that if there was to be uttered any decoying 
cry it must emanate from me. | struggled to 
recall the exact sound of a crow in pain. But 
I had never heard a crow in pain. 
were all well-kept, satisfied crows. However, I 
did the best I could. 1 said with as much con- 
fidence as the situation warranted: 


My crows 


a) 


*Caw-caw! 

I waited. There was no answering sound. 
So I cleared out my throat for a nobler effort 
and cried again: 

*Caw-caw!” 

Several times I said, with diminishing prid 
in my imitation: “Caw-caw! Caw-caw! Caw- 
caw!” ‘The infant crow woke up, looked at 
me inquiringly, and fell asleep again. 

I am certain that, whatever parts were 
assigned to me on this stage of life, I was 
never intended to be a crow. A _ squirrel, 
hearing my cry, came running up and got a 
front seat to enjoy the show. A passing blue- 
jay laughed so heartily that he lost his balance 
and fell heavily against a pine cone. 

I saw that the game was up. I am no 
quitter, but I know when I have got enough, 
thank heaven! I shouldered my shotgun, took 
the little crow under my arm, and walked sadly 
homeward. My way led through the cornfield, 
and as I neared it I saw the elder crows busy 
with their housekeeping arrangements. 

I sat down. I took thought. The demon was 
within me. I reached over, took 
the little crow, wrung 
his neck, and hung 
him just above 
the shattered 
editorial page 
of the New York 
Tribune. 

l’ve found 
out something 
else about 
crows. They 
do respect the 
dead. They 
have not vis- 
ited the garden 
since. 3 S 


. De ae » f 
Freeman Tilden, “ 
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HEFTY MITCHELL'S OFFENSE. 


EFTY MITCHELL, the mana- 
ger of the Oh-You-Kid 
moving-picture theatre, 
has got himself pretty 
badly disliked again,” 
announced the landlord 
of the tavern. ‘lhe 
married ladies of the 
town and all the hopeless 
old maids and some of 
the old 
maids that 
ain’t quite 
hopeless 
yet (but, 
betwixt 
me and 
you ort to 
be — not 
meaning any 
harm of ’em, 
you understand), and the W. C.'T. U. 
—-they ’pear to regard him as second 
only to the Rum Demon in nefari- 
ousness—are all down on Hefty like 
a thousand of brick. 

“J don’t know why married 
women, and them that wants to 
marry, and angular ladies, and other 
ladies with more double-chins than 
they need for everyday use, should 
eradicate a feller just b’cuz he is a 
bachelor and fat and baldheaded, 
but it seems they do, every chance 
they get. To my way of thinking, 
such perquizzits are more sins of 
unmission than sins of commission 
that-a-way; but the sort of ladies 
I have just mentioned seem to 
regard a predestined bachelor as 
an enemy to the race, or something. 

“Well, it all happened over Amos 
Austin’s outbreak. Amos is a worthy but stoopy- 
shouldered citizen, staggering through life under 
a load composed of a wife with a nose like the 
beak of a condor and the firm belief that man 
was made to mourn and woman was made to 
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Hefty. 








Amos slipped off downtown and went to the moving- 
picture show. 
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see that he does mourn; two sisters-in-law who 
are superior persons, and their husbands who 
ain’t; a brother-in-law who is subject to 
anonymous sort of spells, and their children, all 
of whom elocute, or have musical talent, or some- 
thing of the kind, and one that steals everything 
it can lay its hands on. And all of the outfit 


differ with and from Amos in religion and politics 
and everything else, and tell him so. 
“The other evening, while his wife was out, 
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It was Hefty’s moving pictures that incited him to rebellion 


Amos brazenly slipped off downtown and went 
to the picture-show. One of the films that 
Hefty was running was about a henpecked 
husband who had stood all he just naturally 
could starid, after which he got a bottle of rum 
and proceeded to raise hop. He batted his wife 
and her mother side o’ the head—the hen- 
pecked man in the film did—kicked his wife’s 
brother on the sly considerably, and then 
chased ’em all round and round through the 
house and out of it and through a glass-topped 
hot-bed, and so on, and bluffed ’em all, and was 
Jree. But just as the henpecked man had 
returned to the house and had started to saw 
the piano in two to show that he was no longer 
a slave, an ejaculation of stern determination 
arose in the midst of the audience, squared its 
shoulders, and pushed its way out. It was Amos 
Austin !—and it was plain to be seen that he 
was actuated by some kind of purpose. 

“Of course you have already made up your 
mind just how it turned out; but it did n’t, ex- 
actly—for when he got home, after taking a 
dram of strengthening bitters at the drug-store, 
and started in to do unto them as he had seen 
others done by in the moving pictures, his 
relatives all arose in one voice and chased him 
round and round, and so forth. And now the 
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ladies I spoke of in the first place blame it all 
on Hefty Mitchell. It don’t matter that Amos 
Austin’s revolution fell flat; it was Hefty’s mov- 
ing pictures that incited him to rebellion, and 
they ’pear to believe that a man who is deliber- 
ately instrumental in transforming docile and 
well-broken husbands into raging insurrection- 
ists is fully as bad as he that taketh a dog by 
the ear, if not worse. 

“The way they put it is that such pictures 
are crude, silly, uninstructive, and 
calculated to soil the delicate fabrics 
of the innocent little children; but 
what they really think is that they 
give men notions that they ort n’t to 
have. And so pretty much all the 
ladies in town, when they pass by 
the Oh-You-Kid and see poor Hefty 
standing in front, look at him in 
a v-e-r-y p-e-c-u-li-a-r manner and 
sniff a good deal.” Zom P. Morgan. 

sat 
HER ACHIEVEMENT. 
“M* wife is really a remarkably 
clever woman.” 

“Ever write a book?” 

“ Nope.” 

“Play, perhaps.” 

“Not a bit like it.” 

‘President of a Society for Sup- 
pressing a 

“ Not on your life.” 

“Plays bridge?” 

“Nay, Nay.” 

“Suffragette leader, I presume?” 

“Tut! “Tut!” 

“Then for goodness’ sake, what 
has she done that’s clever?” 

“She has succeeded in having our 
janitor discharged!” 





HER EXPERIENCE. 


eect — Of course, there are all sorts of 
cooks— good, bad, and indifferent. 
Mrs. HotmeEs.—Well, 1 ’ve found them good 


and bad—but all indifferent. 





All of the outfit differ with Amos, and tell him so. 
















































THE CALL OF THE COOK. 


H, WHEN | married Linda, | asked her: “Can you cook ?”’ 
She just iooked wise and answered: “I know my 
little book.”’ 
\ And since that time she’s fed me on dishes ¢ /a 
France, 
With Sweden, Spain, and India thrown in when 


S 


there ’s a chance. 
I’ve breakfasted on watiles with jamand mayonnaise, 
For lunch I’ve seen spaghetti cooked in fifty 
different ways; 


~~ 


// 
/ / 
/ / 
J / will be 
Hungarian goulash on the board, Scotch scones, and 

Russian tea. 


And, when I’m called to dinner, quite often there 








My appetite is hearty, and I dote on simple food, 

But if | should confess it my wife would call me “crude.” 

So all my meats are stuffed and braised, croquetted and 
sauteé-d, 

My vegetables au gratin-ed, my desserts are glacé-d. 

I’m steeped in spice and curry, I’m filled with crumbs and paste 

(1’m pretty sure that nothing in our kitchen goes to waste 

And when, with all my hungry soul, I yearn for Irish stew, 

I hear the carol of the cook: “ Just taste this Swiss ragout!”’ 


I sigh for beefsteak simple, but my sighing is in vain. 

I’d give a whole week’s salary to see an egg cooked 6/a/x. 

I lovea boiled potato, but always,’ pon my soul, 

They ‘re minced with peppers, nuts, or cheese, or served en casserole. 
How I would relish pork-and-beans!| And O! what a reliet 

’T would be to find upon my plate a hunk of good corned beef. 

But hark! A voice calls: “Dinner, John! Come sez what I have made: 











Here ’s shrimp souftlé with Creole sauce, and mushroom marinade ! ”’ OLD BEYOND HIS YEARS 
Elia Randall Peare: 


‘**What’s the litthe boy erving about ?’ ** Dat other kid swiped his candy 
‘But you have the candy ? “Ves I’m de little kid’s lawyer! 
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“THE TIME OF HER LIFE!” 
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AS IT WAS A YEAR OR TWO AGO. 


AIRSHIPS ARE GETTING 9% 
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AS IT MAY BE A YEAR OR TWO FROM NOW. 


ADFULLY COMMONPLACE. 
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VI.—F rep TENNEY, MANAGER AND First- 
BASEMAN OF THE BEANTOWN RUSTLERS. 


S69: 
QO AN ACT OF PROVIDENCE. 
r WAS during that hour on Sunday after- 
noon when married people exchange 
Ballington sat down and 





contidences, 
faced his wife. 
“J hate to speak of a disagreeable 
subject,” he said, “but the fact is that 
I must get this thing off my mind; so listen 
attentively to my tale of woe, For some 


PUCK 


“ But can’t you be decent to people?” 

“Tam, my dear girl, but they don’t realize that 
I am nice to them for your sake —they think I 
am nice to them for their own.” 

“ How do you know that they don’t secretly 
despise you, and are playing the part of your 
friends just for my sake?” 

“QO! Would that were true! But their utter- 
ances are so sincere that I am afraid they mean 
what they say.” Mrs. Ballington frowned. 

“Of all egotists!” she cried. 

“Not at all. My position is a humbie one. 
I realize my deficiencies. At the same time, I 
am determined to be true to myself.” 

“You mean-—— ?” 

“That I shall no longer meet them unless it 
is absolutely necessary, and that when I do | 
shall treat them exactly as I feel. For example, 
the Smiths have asked us to dinner next week. 
I am not going. 1——” 

At this instant the door leading to the rear 
hall burst open suddenly and a cloud of smoke 
filled the room.  Ballington sprang up and 
rushed into the hall. 

“The house is on fire!” he shrieked. “Quick! 
The fire-alarm!” 

Already flames were bursting from the kitchen. 
In an instant all was pandemonium. Ballington 
rushed to the street corner and sounded the 
alarm; then he rushed beck to fight the flames. 
The bell sounded. People un the street were 
running. Smith, who lived two doors away, 
bounded in through the window and, taking off 
his coat, began to beat outa curtain. Robinson, 
who lived across the street, was close on his heels 
with a fire extinguisher from his own house. 

The local fire-engine came clattering down 
the street. Pulling it were a cohort of friends,— 
Radway, Pratt, Van Elder, and Willoughby. 

In fifteen minutes a noble army was fighting 
for Ballington’s property. In fifteen minutes 
more, thanks to their herculean efforts, the fire 
was put out.  Ballington, breathless with his 
struggle, turned to the assembly as they stood 











WEEK BEGINNING AUGUST TWENTY-FIRST. 


American Theatre Roof Garden, 42d St. W. of Bway. 


Vaudeville. Twelve All-Star Acts. Evenings 8:15. 

Brighton Beach Music Hall, Brighton Beach. All-Star Vaude- 
ville. Daily, 2:45 and 8:30 

Broadway, 4ist and Bway. Lew Fields in “The Henupecks.” 
Evenings 8:15. 

Casino, Bway and 39th. Sam Bernard in ‘‘ He Came fiom 
Milwaukee.”’ Evenings 8:15 

Century (formerly New Theatre) Roof Garden, 62d St. and 
8th Av. Elliott Schenck’s Orchestra in Summer-Night 
**Pop’’ Concerts. Evenings 8:15 

Cohan's, Bway and 43d St.‘ Get-Rich-Quick Wallingford,” 
with Hale Hamilton. Evenings 8:15. A new view of the 
coufidence-man. 

Colonial, Bway and 62d St. 
matinees. Evenings 8:15. 

Columbia, Bway and 47th. Burlesque. Daily matinees 2:15. 
Evenings 8 : 15. 

Criterion, Bway and 44th. John Hyams and Leila McIntyre 
in “The Girl of My Dreams,’ a new musical play. 
Evenings 8:15. 

Folies Bergére, 46th St. and Bway. 
Cabaret Show. Evenings 8:15. 

Gaiety, 46th and Bway. ‘Excuse Me.”’ A Pullman Carnival. 
Evenings 8:15. 

Globe, Bway and 46th St. Valeska Suratt in “The Red 
Rose,"’ a new musical comedy. Evenings 8:15. 

Grand Opera House, 8th Av. and 23d. Corse Payton’s Stock 
Co. in repertoire. Evenings §: 15 

Jardin de Paris, the New York ‘Theatre Roof Garden. 
* Ziegfield Real Follies of 1o11."’ 

Keith & Proctor’'s, Fifth Ave., Bway and 28th St. 
Vaudeville. Daily Matinees Evenings 8:15 

Liberty, 42d St. W. of Bway. Christie Macdonald in ‘‘ The 
Spring Maid.” Evenings 5:15. 

Maxine Elliott's, 39th St. E. of Bway. Henrietta Crosm in 
in ‘* The Real Thing,” a new comedy. Evenings 8:15 

New Amsterdam, g2d St. W. of Bway. “The Pink Lady.” 
Evenings 8:15 A musical comedy de luxe founded 
on ** La Satyre.” 

New Brighton Theatre, Brighton Beach. All-Star Vaude- 
ville. Evenings 8:15. Daily matinees 

Thirty-ninth Street, 390th nr. Bway. John Mason in ‘**As a 
Man Thinks.” Evenings 8:15 

Victoria Theatre and Roof Garden. 42d St. and Bwav. 
Hammerstein’s All-Star Vaudeville. Daily matinees. 
Evenings 8:15. 

Winter Garden, Bwav and soth St. Gertrude Hoffinann and 
**La Saison des Ballets Russes.” Evenings 8 : 15. 


All-Star Vaudeville. Daily 


Musical Revue and 





All-Star 


around adjusting themselves. 
full of tears. 

‘“‘ Boys,” he whispered tremblingly, “TI shall 
never forget this day and what you have done! 
My friends forever!” Thos. L. Masson. 


His eyes were 





time I have been associating with a circle 
of your friends for whom I have no parti- 
cular use, and I am wondering whether it 
is worth while for ne to play the hypo- 
crite any longer?” 

“What do you mean?” asked Mrs. Bal- 
lington with an ascending inflection. 

«“ Now don’t get excited. It’s perfectly 
simple. I don't like your friends. Nothing 
against them, you understand. I don’t 
wish to imply that I think myself superior. 
I simply don’t care for them; but I have 
to appear as if I did in order to please 
you. I hate to be a hypocrite. ‘They 
think I like them; they think me a sincere 
friend; whereas | am nothing of the scrt.” 

“T am nice to your friends — why 
should n’t you be nice to mine?” 

“For this reason: I never obtrude my 
friends upon you. Occasionally, it is true, I 
ask one to dinner, but that involves no par- 
ticular tax upon your sincerity. On the 
other hand, I am obliged to mingle with 
your friends all the time, and to do various 
things that I don’t approve of, or at least 
would n’t do, if I had my own way.” 

“ But you should n’t be so selfish as that.” 

“No. That’s just what troubles me. I 
realize that I am married to an exception- 
ally nice woman, and that I ought to con- 
sider her. I don’t want to bea boor. Prac- 
tically I am leading a false life; and I have 
actually built up a large circle of dummy friends, 
on your account, whom I don’t care for—and 
they think I do.” 





SUBSEQUENT HISTORY OF 


I’m tired of veal and farm life. 


‘*Well, so long, Pop! 





Siren sha 
oa dn Tre Zt 
THE PRODIGAL SON. 


Me for Broadway and the 


White Lights again! ”’ 














mien man goes to church to see what women have on, and to the theatre 


to see what they take off. 
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MOTHER-LOVE. 


SY YMPHONiA,” said the husband of the great operatic soprano, 
“can nothing dissuade you from this rash act?” 
“ Absolutely nothing!” 





gance of it?” 
“Yes; but my mind is made up.” 


your strength for what is before you?” 
“The risk is mine?” 


own sake, will you not consider the family and friends 
who are so bound up in your career?” 

«J cannot swerve from the decision I have made.” 

«(Qne last appeal: Your Boston Bull . 

For an instant she wavered and seemed swayed by her overwelming love for 
Then the lines of determination deepened about her mouth, and with a 
emphatic “No!” she turned to accomplish the purpose upon which she 
ad stubbornly fixed her mind. 

After opening wide the hall door of her hotel suite, she bent low over the 
tle brass bed that contained her lustily crying baby and began singing a lullaby 
» the luscious, liquid voice, upon whose every note her audiences hung breath- 
| to listen to which they paid her the tribute of gold and rapturous applause. 
When she had finished the infant was sleeping sweetly. 

The husband spoke: “You have thrown away just three hundred and 
1 notes, for which you could have received as many dollars.” 

«Sull,” she replied, as she made ready for the trip to the opera-house, “it 
1 it for advertising purposes, for there is being held just across the 
nquet of newspaper men, and each paper represented will have a full 
if the incident to-morrow.” Harvey Peake. 
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CUPID, STORK AND COMPANY. 
aA 


OUR first love is seldom the marrying kind, 
And is apt to become but a past love; 
But you ’ll save lots of trouble and scandal, you’ ll find, 
If the love that you wed is your last love. 
Walter G. Doty. 
aA 


HIS DESIRE. 


= lirst wife wishes to see you,” said the jailer to his evangelical prisoner. 
“Dat bein’ de case, Boss,” replied Brother Spradley, who was in durance 
ton the charge of bigamy, “if yo’ has any pity for a po’ man—yo’ been 
mar’d a time or two, yo’se’f, isn’t yo’, 
; VA Boss ?— well, den, if yo’ has any 
\ . pity for a mizzable feller-pusson, 
i \“/ff ey even if he is cullud, for de Lawd’s 
] i C4 = 
Tb a XI 


>= 





sake, sah, infawn de lady dat I 
—— isn’t in. Tell her I isn’t in, and 
| i | tell it to her loud and coa’se, 
—) fH) | if yo’ please, sah!” 
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TOO BIG. 


sf y Tt ARY.—Why doesn’t she bury 
179 ! her past and begin all over 
again P 


buy a whole cemetery. 








oct Ra CHANGE OF HEART. 


Dolly? 
Maryjori£E.—She’s taken off 


“Have you thought of the wasteful extrava- 





“Can you not see how it will weaken and impair | 


“Then, if you will not listen to reason for your 











| One Policy 








Fire Fighting 
and Telephoning 


Both Need Team Work, Modern Tools 
and an Ever Ready Plant, Everywhere 


Twenty men with twenty buckets can 
put out a small fire if each man works 
by himself. 


If twenty men form a line and pass 
the buckets from hand to hand, they 
can put out a larger fire. But the same 
twenty men on the brakes of a “hand 
tub” can force a continuous stream of 
water through a pipe so fast that 
the bucket brigade seems futile by 
comparison. 


The modern firefighter has gone away 
beyond the “hand tub.” echanics 
build a steam fire engine, miners dig 
coal to feed it, workmen build reser- 
voirs and lay pipes so that each nozzle- 
man and engineer is worth a score of 
the old-fashioned firefighters. 


The big tasks of today require not only 
team work but also modern tools anda 
vast system of supply and distribution. 


The Bell telephone system is an ex- 
ample of co-operation between 75,- 
000 stockholders, 120,000 employees 
and six million subscribers. 


But to team work is added an up-to- 
date plant. Years of time and hundreds 
of millions of money have been put 
into the tools of the trade; into the 
building of a nation-wide network ot 
lines; into the training of men and the 
tag out of methods. The result is 
the Bell System of today—a union of 
men, money and machinery, to provide 
universal telephone service for ninety 
million people. 


AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY 
AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES 


One System 


Universal Service 








CARRIE.—She can’t afford to 
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Puck Proofs 


Copyright 1910 by Keppler & Schwarzmann 


PHOTOGRAVURES 


Puck 





TIME, THREE A.M. 


Photogravure in Sepia, 11 x 8 in 





This is but one example of the PUCK 


ASLEEP AT LAST. 


By Angus MacDonaili. 
PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 


{ her “Kiss Not” badge and 
gone to sit in the hammock 
with Charlie. 


Address PUCK 


295-309 Lafayette St., NEW YORK 


PROOFS. Send 10 ats. for Catalogue 
with over 60 Miniature Reproductions. — 
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> Waite Rock ~ 
LEMONADE 
A tablespoonful of 


powdered sugar. 
Juice of one 
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WORDS SPOKEN IN ANGER. 


PRoFEssOoR.—I can tell you this, Kurt: When I 


was as large as you I gave my teachers more pleasure! 
—Fliegende Blitter. 


A teaspoonful of Abbott's Bitters with your Grape 
Fruit makes an ideal appetizing tonic. Sample by mail, 
25 cts. in stamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 








OLD I.W. HARPER 


The Whiskey You Remember 
Its fragrant bouquet, velvety smoothness, delicate after- 
taste make HARPER the pride of a good wine cellar. 
LEADING DEALERS EVERYWHERE, 


BERNHEIM DISTILLING Co., INCORPORATED 
LovisvViLLE, Ky. 
































HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street. 
SAFE, EFFECTIVE. 50c. &$1.00m ry | BRANCH WAREHOUSE : 20 Beekman Street, 
DRUGGISTS, or 93 Henry St., Brooklyn, N.Y, = All kinds of Paper made to order. 


GOUT & BE UMATI OM 


H Nxw York. 
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DURING 1910, 2.623.412 CHICLETS WERE SOLD EACH DAY 


Hiclets 4-. 


Strong in flavor, but not offensive. 
A delicate morsel, refreshing the mouth and throat Compa:ty 
and allaying after-dinner or after-smoking 
distress. The refinement of chewing gu:n 
for people of refinement. 


MON 
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REALLY DELIGHTFUL 
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Ch he D Dainty Mint Covered — 
Candyp Couto Chewing Gum |=" 
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SEN-SEN CHICLET COMPANVarvereums rovesare vese ‘ 4 to man if¢ 





from Fran 

















THOSE QUESTIONS. 
“Had a puncture, my friend?” 
The chauffeur looked up and swal- 
lowed his feelings with a huge gulp. 
“No, sir,” he replied. ‘I’m just 
changing the air inthe tires. The other 
lot’s worn out, you know.”—Jdeas. 





PAKIS GAKTERS 
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MusicaL Nore. 


A music teacher in a New England 
school was trying to make the children 
in the fourth grade understand the value 
of a triplet-—to get them to know that 
three quarter-notes under a tie were 
equal to two quarter-notes. 

She could n’t make them understand; 
and finally, in despair, she asked: 
“What are three little babies born all 
at the same time called?” 

“ Accidentals!” shouted a small boy, 
with a vague remembrance of the lesson 


of a week before.—Saturday Evening 
Post. 


As oF OLD. 

“I’m sorry you ’ve got to leave Eden 
and go to work simply because I gave 
you the rest of that apple,” said contrite 
Eve. 

“Never mind,” answered Adam. 
“The ultimate consumer always gets 
the worst of it.”— Washington Star. 
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Born Hap SUFFER! 

An East Side druggist latel\ receive 
a hurried call from a small girl, wh 
desired to purchase liniment «nd sow 
cement. 

“Liniment and cement?” repeate 
the pharmacist, puzzled by the uniqu 
order. ‘Going to use ’em ai the sam 
time?” 

“Sure,” promptly responded th 
youngster. “Ma, she hit pa with 
pitcher.”— Harper's Month/ 


YEARS AND YEARS 

The music-hall artist was visibly a 
noyed by the booing of a few Cockney 
in the rear of the theatre. J inally s 
advanced to the footlights and shout 
in anger: 

“1 "ll have you know that | appear 
before King Edward the Seventh!” = 

And the Cockney crew roxred bac i 
“’Ow long before? ”— Columbia Jest \\ 
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Don’t D ay—Send 
» y ie: 
National Sportsman, Inc., 78 Federal S’ , Bestos, Hoftma-, 2 
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MONKS WIN RIGHT 
TO CHARTREUSE 


United States Supreme Court Favors 
Carthusian Order in Fight to Protect 
Secret of Its Liqueur. 


py 2 decision of the United States 
supreme Court the Carthusian monks, 
who make the celebrated liqueur known 
gs chartreuse, have won their fight against 
the Cusenier Company, a New York cor- 
poration, to prevent the latter from using 
the trale mark and other indicia of the 
monks’ product in the sale of a similar 
cordial in this country. The Cusenier 
Company acts as agent for the French 
liquidator, Mons. Henri Lecontier, ap- 
pointe: by the French court to take pos- 
sessio! of the property of the monks in 
France under the Associations act of Igor. 

Foll. wing the forcible removal from 
their monastery, near Voiron, in the De- 
partme it of Isere, in France, the monks 
took ti.cir liqueur manufacturing secret 
with tl.cm and set up a factory in Tarra- 
gona, it. Spain, and there have continued 
to manufacture the cordial, importing 
from France such herbs as were needed 
for the purpose. 

The l'rench liquidator, it is alleged, un- 
dertook to make a cordial identical with 
orclose!y resembling the monks’ product. 

In al out all substantial details the 
caims of the monks have been upheld, 
except that the defendant company has 
not been held in contempt. Justice 
Hughes wrote the decision. The juris- 
diction of the Circuit Court was upheld. 
It was also set forth that the monks’ non- 
use of the trade mark did not constitute 
abandonment and that the French law 


affecting it could not have any extra-ter- 


itorial effect as far as this country was 
oncerned, and that the monks have an 
exclusive right to the use of the word 
hartreuse in the sale of their product 
inthe United States.—New York Herald, 
une 20, IQII. 


‘*Come on, ’Enery, it’s fine! 


‘*Vus, an’ get’em stole!” 


TRAPPED. | 


‘I saw the cutest | 
|thing to-day,’’ be- | 
gan Miss Passay 
coyly. ‘It was a 
painting of the—er 
—what is the name 
lof that little god 
that represents mat- 
rimony ?”’ 

“Well, now,” 
said Mr. Timmid, | 
‘‘you’ve got me.” | 

**O, Mr. Timmid, 
this is so sudden.” 


Borrteo ar THE Sprincs, Buoa Pest. Huncary 


|Bounp To Br Oc-! 
CUPIED. 


‘Your life is too 
secentary,”’ said the 
doctor. ‘*What you 
need is constant ex- 
citement.’”’ 

“Well, I guess 
I'll get it,” replied 
the fair patient. 
| «I’m going to marry 
ja man to reform 
| him.” — Philadelphia 
Reco d. 





—Catholic Standard 
and Times. | 


RECORDS. 

An Italian woman 
| was asked in cdfirt 
if she had any musi- 
cal instruments in 
her home. 

‘*No, signor,’’ she 
replied, ‘‘nothing 
but rackets.”’ 

‘*What ?”’ queried 
the lawyer. 

‘“*Rackets—the 
things they put on 
graphophones.”’ 

The Court roared. 
Everyone had heard 
those rackets. —ZDos- | 
ton Record, 





” Foot-Ease. 


any substitute. 





MABEL. — That 
story you just told 
is about fifty years 
old. 

MAUDE, — And 


LADIES CAN WEAR SHOES 


one size smaller after using Allen’s Foot-Ease, 
the antiseptic powder for the feet. 
tight or new shoes feel easy; gives instant relief 
to corns and bunions. 
fort discovery of the age. 
blisters, callous and sore spots. 
relief for sweating, tired, tender, aching feet. 
Always use it to Break in New shoes. 
gO on your vacation without a package of Allen’s 
Sold everywhere, 25c. 

For FREE trial package, address 
Allen S. Olmsted, Le Roy, N. Y. 


p , 
Pears’ Soap is not med- 
icated: just good, pure 
soap. Contains no free | 


alkali to injure the deli- 
cate texture of the skin. 


INSISTENT. 


FRIEND. — What 
about the rent of a 
place like this? 1 
“2 a suppose the landlord 

— It is a pee me | asks a lot for it. ; 

Harpup. — Yes, 
rather. Ile’s always 
asking for it.—Zon- 
don Opinion. 


It makes 


Don't 


Don't accept 


| Osrrer DICTA. 


American Bar Asso- 
ciation, leaving one 


}of the meetings at 


| A member of the 
| 


league who asked 
| him what was going 
on. 

‘** Judge Blank has 
| been talking over an 
| hour.” 

“On 
| ject?”’ 


what 


Chattanooga last, 
Spri o entst 
Spring, met a col-| 


sub- | 


you haven't for- 
gotten it in all that 
time ?—Zoledo Blade. | 


Matchless for the com- 


plexion. 
Established in 1789. 


’ 


not say.’ 
A ews. 


| 
“The Judge did 


Legal 


“Tr costs more,” said a prominent Laugh and Grow Fat ! 


Washingtonian, “to get divorced than 
it costs to get married.” 

“* Maybe so,” said the lawyer, as he 
took the big check, “but it’s worth 
‘more. Isn’t it?’— Sunday Magazine. 


y/ 
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Off wiv yer clo’s! 
— Punch, 





Every lover of a good cocktail should insist that Ab- 
bott’s Bitters be used in making it ; insures your getting 


the very best. 


C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 


EQUAL TO THE OCCASION. 
“In eating well, I praise the food,” quoted the garrulous boarder as he 


quested his third helping of chicken. 


| 


| 
| 


“There is such a thing as overdoing the praise, Mr. Palaver,” returned the | 
lady, laying the neck of the bird on his plate.— Boston Transcript. 





Shine on™ 


Lot only give 7 
ec eres 


ar Keepers Friend 


Hiwill shine ont It benefits all metals, minerals oi 

While cleaning them. 25¢ 1 1b box. For sale by drug- 

Mian’. dealers. Send 2c stamp for sample to Sones 
Hoffman, 295 E. Washington St. ,Indianapolis, 








Tobacco Habit Banished 

DR. ELDERS’ TOBACCO BOON BANISHES all 
forms of Tobacco Habit in 72 to 120 hours. A posi- 
tive, quick and permanent relief. Easy to take. 
No craving for Tobacco after the first dose. One 
to three boxes for all ordinary cases. We guaran- 
tee results in every case or refund money, Send 
for our free booklet giving full information, 
Elders’ Sanitarium, Dept. 59 St. Joseph, Mo 








Do you 


. Rnow him? , 


A certain distinguished 
individual who recently 


SUBSCRIBED FOR 


FINEST BEER 
EVER BREWED 


An Honest 

Wholesome 

Beverage 
for the Family 


Served with the 
meals it helps the 
appetite and di- 
gestion. 


Ask for it at the Club, Cafe 
or Buffet. Insist on Blatz. 
di invited direct. 





ALWAYS THE SAME 
GOOD OLD 





As a Home Paper PVCK. will please You 





@ it 
@ it 
@ it 
@ ie 


is funny, but neither vulgar nor suggeStive. 
is attractive pictorially, because its artigts are among the bed. 
is of serious interest, because its cartoons form a political history of the times. 


is not a juvenile publication, but it is better for children than the comic 


supplements of the Sunday newspapers. 


Published Every Wednesday. 


10c. per Copy. $5.00 Yearly. 





If your newsdealer does n't handle PUCK, 
ask him to order it for you. 


Tell Your Newsdealer 


Grok 


NEXT WEEK. 





PUCK, New York 


Enclosed find ten cents for which send 
me a liberal package of sample copies 


of PUCK. 
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Overcome by the rieat 





THE CHAMPAGNE 
Or BoTTLED BEER 


I 


“HIGH LIFEBEER 


. 
MILLER-MILWAUKEE 


“SEE AMERICA FIRST.” 





Courtesy GIANT’s STEPS, PARADISE VALLEY, CANADIAN ROCKIFS, 


Canadian Pacific R’y. 











Walk, 


HIS is the poem 
that you read in 
PUCK years ago and 


have been looking for 


You, Walk! 





ever since. 
We have now issued } 
“WALK, Kd 
—— YOU, & 
WALK !” S 


as a Booklet, in large, 
readable type, with the 
original illustrations, at 
Ten Cents per Copy. 


Admirers of this famous poem will appreciate the opportunity to 
secure copies in handy pocket form. 








| Address PUCK, 295-309 Lafayette Street, New York 












































| Morrisefte* 


25¢ (gold tiph 


A GOOD CATCH COVERETH MANY SINS. |in the window, ‘Try our Barking 


‘*My dear lad, what will your father say? 


It’s Sunday!” 


‘¢Well, last time ’e said: ‘Where the ’ell’s 


the fish ?’”—Sydney Bulletin. 


GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER, 


“Its Purity 


50c. per case of 6 glass stoppered bott les. 


Wry talk of the perils of aviation 
when there are automobiles ?— /-xch. 












Philip Morris 
woot Cisarettes 


g you've tried and failed to enjoy 

a PHILIP MORRIS the 
answer is simple. You've never 
smoked the size that suits your taste. 
Different size in cigarettes produce 
a different taste. If you want 
Turkish tobacco, and nothing else, 
perfectly blended in a sunlit, sani- 
tary, Government inspected factory, 


get the size PHILIP MORRIS 


that suits your taste and stick to it. 


If your dealer does not stock your 
particular size, send us his name 
and address and remittance for 
desired samples, 


“ The Little Brown Box ” 


PHILIP MORRIS & COMPANY 
Limited 
418 West Broadway New York 
4&7 St. Catherine St., East, Montreal, Canada 













FACTORIES: 
New York Montreal London 
a... Cairo 
Ambassador 


35¢ 


' ‘Too NEAR THE TRUTH. 
“Some people never get on,” observed 
the man with the gold watch-chain. 
“'Phat’s very true, sir,” replied the 
man with no chain at all. 
| “Take my brother, for instance,” re- 
! sumed the gold-chained one scornfully. 
“He couldn’t make anything pay. 1 
| started him once as a pork merchant at 
' Brixton. Fine shop, too! Splendid 
position! But he failed.” 
“Why did he fail?” his companion 
isked. The man of money gave an ex- 
clamation of disgust 
“Why did he fail?” he echoed. 
“Well, I went down to his shop to find 
out. And it seems that the ass had 
bought some sausages from Barking; 
and there, as large as life, was a ticket 
, | sausages!’”—Answers. 
“CouLp you give up drinking for 
my sake?” 
“I’m not drinking for your sake.” 
— Birmingham Age Herald. 





Has Made It Famous.” 








Caroni Bitters.—Best Tonic and Appetizer 
No home complete without it. Sample on re 
ceipt of 25 cents Oct. C. Blache & Co., 

78 Broad St., N. ¥,, Gen'l Disizs 





My wifes gone to 
the Country —but 
theres <@Lgggo in 

the pantry. Heceatl 





NONE GENUINE WITHOUT THIS SIGNATURE 


Hs Nellrg.g. g 





